THE   WALKYRIE

rendered her attempted conta'cts with them more difficult by
scruples and reservations which no reasonable being would have
put in her way. But on this subject I was not a reasonable being.

The magic hold of the dead is strong and fearful. *Tel qu'en lui-
meme enfin Yttermte le change,' the dead escape all accidents, tempta-
tions and errors. Like the King, the dead 'can do no wrong. For two
years I had been shaping a superhuman figure, retouching memories
of the past, orchestrating a funeral hymn. I committed the error of
trying to associate with me in this cult the woman I now loved. She
was willing, but she suffered from it. The servants and the children's
nurse contradicted her decisions with the wishes of 'Madame', and
'Madame' was a beautiful, impalpable phantom. The transfer of
authority was accomplished with difficulty. The cook, the chauffeur,
the latter's wife whom the children called 'Mammy Georges', stood
upon privileges which they maintained they had received from the
departed. I knew a long time later from Simone's confidences that
during that first year she had been unhappy to the point of despera-
tion. I did not notice it. We are all blind when it is only the feelings
of others that are at stake.

The adjustment of friendships in a newly formed household is
also a delicate matter. My friends of Pontigny, the Desjardins,
Charles Du Bos, continued with affectionate persistence' to put me
on my guard against the people of society and their enchantments.
I confess I did not on that subject agree with them. Society, 'in its
best aspects, taught me a great deal, and in the rime of my mis-
fortunes I found it, on the whole, steadfast, and dependable.

One of my great discoveries at that time was men of state. In my
province of Normandy I had known the small fry of local political
workers; party leaders, ministers and presidents retained in my eyes
a legendary quality. I should have been as dumbfounded as Dr.
Cottard, if Swann had said to me, as he did to him: *I had lunch at
the home of the President of France.' Now at my mother-in-law's
home Monsieur Raymond Poincare, former President of the Ke-
public and present Premier, was a guest like any other, human,
ready to answer questions (like Monsieur de Norpois at the home of